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BRETHREN TWAIN
ON his canvas the artist drew
A man in a huge cocked hat, With a big pale face and a figure bent
That was getting decidedly fat, But with terrible eyes which pierced
Each man to his bosom's core. And the nations saw it and groaned,
" Behold 1 'tis the Genius of War,"
And behind him the artist limned
A shape with the face of a skull,' And a grin on his mumbling jaws,
And oye-sockets balefully dull, With a sickle in Ixis hand ;
And the nations held their breath, And whispered with fluttering lips,
" Behold I 'tis the Angel of Death,"
And I cried, " My artist friend,
What does thy picture mean ? Why is the man with the big pale face
Aye dogged by the death's head lean ?" But the artist in answer laughed,
And mocking was his speech. ** The matter is plain*  They are brethren twain,
A bony party each,1'